ACT II         FOR    SERVICES    RENDERED            Ijo

ETHEL: Of course it's a hard life. I ought to have known it
would be v/hen I married a tenant farmer.

Lois: But you didn't expect he'd drink.

ETHEL: I don't suppose he drinks any more than most men
of his class.

Lois: Have you ever really quite got used to him?

ETHEL: [Defiantly,] I don't know what you mean?

Lois: Well, he's common, isn't he?

ETHEL: [Smiling.} Are you quite sure that you and I are any
great shakes?

Lois: At all events we do talk the King's English. We have

decent table manners and we wash.
ETHEL: I don't believe you'd wash much if you had to get

up at six and milk the cows.   All that's convention.

One oughtn't to let oneself be upset by things like that.
Lois: But aren't you?
ETHEL: Sometimes.  I blame myself.
Lois: What have you got in common with him really?
ETHEL: A recollection. That first year or two when I loved

him so madly.   He was gallant and young.   He was

manly. I loved him because he was of the soil and his

strength had its roots in it.   Nothing mattered then.

Nothing that he did offended me.
Lois: My dear, you're so romantic.   I'm not.   Romance

doesn't last.  When it's dead what is left but dust and

ashes?
ETHEL: And the consciousness that you've done your best.

Lois: Oh, that.

ETHEL: It's something. I've made my bed and I'm ready to

lie on it. Have you ever heard me complain?
Lois: Never.
ETHEL: I've carried my head high.   I've tried to make

Howard a good wife. I've tried to be a good mother to